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“One must either be a work of Art
or wear a work of Art.” Oscar Wilde

(“Or make a work of Art.” Textualéphinx)
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Disclaimer: This story ,is based *
on chara&ers and situations cre-

ated and owned by JK Rowling,
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various publishers including but
not limited to Bloomsbury Books,
Scholagtic Books and -Raincoast
~ Books, and Warger Bros., Inc. It
‘was written for pleasure, not pro-
fit, and no copyright or trademark

infringement is intended.
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— AND HE KNEW IT. THE
GANGLING BOY, BEING EASILY
MISTAKEN FOR THE TWISTED
TREES HE LURKED IN, HAD HEARD
MANY THINGS HE SHOULDN,T, MORE
THAN ONCE. THE PECULIAR THING
WAS, HE ONLY CAME BACK FOR
MORE. IT ‘WAS BETTER TO BE NEAR
HER AND GET HURT THAN NOT TO
BE NEAR HER AT ALL.

Only, it wasn’t like being near her.
He might be two feet away, and as well
be watching a constellation of stars as a
cluster of sixteen-year-old dirls.

Two years before, he had heard them:
the ranking game. You couldn’t com-
plain; it wasn'’t as if the boys didn’t do it.
Marks out of ten. If only he could make
himself fall in love with a three, or a two,

or a one-and-a-half (the boys were chiv-
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alrous enough never to award one or
nought — or mindful of looking fool-
ish if they resorted as low.) It wasn’t as
if he expected a 10 to take him. Lily
always got 8 when the votes were aver-
aged out, which meant his secret grade
for her was countered by a 6. That was
as far as his realism went.

The Girls were better at this: ra-
piers next to cudgels. The numbers
were only a ¢tarting point. They
could describe exactly, but exactly,
what it was they didn’t like.

He would never leave the earth
and reach the stars. He was mud, he
was slugs, he was worms, he was ma-
ggots: worse than maggots, in fa&.
In Lily’s opinion, it would be better
to lie in a coffin with maggots all
over you than lie with that Slytherin
slithering on you.

Ugh. Yuk! Get away from me.
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He forgave her. He was hurt and he
was furious and unable to direét his an-
ger at her, targetting instead the hap-
less mirror that was fool enough to tell
him (in warm motherly tones) Never to
Mind, dear, Looks weren’t Everything,
especially not for boy-sS—MAsH!

“Just 99 point 999 percent?” he
snarled, as the shrieking fragments
threatened him with seven years’ bad
luck. Well wouldn’t that make a diffe-
rence to his life!

He forgave Lily because he knew
that, though she meant it, she’d only
said it because that’s what you did in
groups. He'd done as much himself,
pretending to be like the other boys.
She was always polite to him, careful
of him, even if she never quite man-
aged a smile. Felt pity, probably.

He would make her smile. He would
delight her senses. He would have her
gasp with rapture. And she wouldn’t
even know it was he who’d done it.

Now, two years later, the brightest
star in the constellation was showing
off her engagement ring.

The dirls made the usual sighs of
approval, but Severus noticed that
Lily looked faintly embarrassed. It
wasn’t a nice ring. It was pricey and

gold and had a large ruby, but beauti-
)

ful it wasn’t. It was vulgar; the kind
of thing, Severus thought (with a dis-
dain that ought to make us hate him)
that a boy from a Family that Bought
its Own Furniture would choose for
his fiancée. What made him smirk,
in a rare glow of self-satisfaction, was
that Lily saw this because she knew
what real beauty was. He had shown
her. He had diven her his appreciation
of fineness and grace: an appreciation
that only the Hopelessly Ugly could
find by themselves.

He’d started with little things that
she mistook for tricks of the light. A
flurry of autumn leaves danced in the
wind, but Severus’ §pell §pun them to
a neat minuet. In winter, the unclad
tree-tops became skeletons’ hands,
but when Lily walked by (and Severus
was near) she saw silhouettes of fine
lace againgt the coppery sky. He gilded
the acual lilies in the school lake
with carefully re-dire¢ted sunbeams
and thickened the summer haze on
Hogsmeade Meadow to hide the sea-
sonal creepy-crawlies from view. As
he developed his skills (sneaking into
the Charms section of the library
when no-one was looking to research
his next trick) Lily became convinced

that her life was blessed. Later $till,
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James Potter was to agree. Nature, de- rule that the most luscious flowers

cidedly, worshipped her wherever she
went, and so did he.

grew in the most rotten soil. That was
the paradox of Beauty — it required Ug-
When Severus saw her lips turn L liness to exist. It was a §trange conso-
upwards and her eyes start to $parkle, " lation that this was why he was so good
he would crouch behind the nasty
tree-trunks, dig his nails in the bitter

earth, and hiss:

at these charms.

He found what he was looking for
in book called “@0(% Eac}mﬁswea(’; —
(’}e (e AL (. o

been seen dead reading it, and was

.

“She smiled because of me. She’s smil-
ing for me (and even, he could almost
believe it) She smiled at me.”

Best of all was that knowledge (well,

he was to become a teacher) that she

forced to consult the heavy tome dur-
ing a Quidditch match (Gryfﬁndor

was outgrowing the need for prettify- versus Ravenclaw, luckily; he could

plead indifference if anyone noticed

ing §pells and learning to look for her-

self. She saw things that most people his absence.)
didn’t. She developed her own taste.

She detected beauty where others ob-

It was the shred of his own name
that caught his attention:
served nothing remarkable, and even
found interest in the $parse and the

“Ch? sever ('}e 0\1»\'&»\6& ‘Frow a c@ouwg‘e-.”

The lini f a cloud had -
bleak. The grotesque intrigued and cul - l(riun_g 01 = out. aIt powelz
impressed her, more than it repelled. U PRSI P R

You could say she became an artist. not §top terrible things happening to

Severus thoughthibetmlikely St you (and terrible things were round

paths would ever cross once they'd the corner; he knew; his own family

left school. She didn’t need it, but he

wanted to dive her one last present, a

wedding dift — ‘for Life, as it were!
He had noticed that many of the

was planning them) but it would en-
sure that something good came out of
the bad. There would be compensa-
tion, one wonderful thing to help you
charms he’d learnt involved pain and move on. There was no photograph of
course, not even an illustration, but

he could well believe that the stuff was

darkness: some kind of risk or sac-

rifice. Magdical Arts copied Nature’s
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“A wost 6&0«\46&0“; Fbvlr\ée.” Silvery grey,
from the description, and like shot silk;
but the highlights would change colour
according to the time of day. Severus
pictured this: steely, moon-blue at night,
rose at sunset, greeny gold in the morn-
ing and white at noon.

He had to get one for her. He just hadto.

. o sever Che |yainge {:row a C@ou-
" % fh_éf hearte. i
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Why, Severus wondered idly, was it
always a year ‘and a day’ with punish-
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ments? Given that cloud formations
broke up all the time, surely it should
be, like, a day and an hour. He sup-
posed the medieval §pell-writers liked
the sound of ‘and a day’, or that it was
something to do with leap years.

Not that there was much of a spell
to go on. That was the problem with
using really old books. He remem-
bered their House-elf, in her one
moment of fruétration, making the
same complaint about recipes: mod-
ern ones did things properly, diving
you lists of ingredients with exa&
quantities and cooking times. Their
medieval antecedents just told you
“@o pour rowste meate adde floure, almondes ande
garficke, see thep bee pounded well.”

(“So is we mincing the meat or not,
Missus Snape?” the EIf had cried,
with a soundless stamp of her bare
little foot.)

The idea was pretty neat though:
your heavy heart was a magnet, galva-
nised by an eleétrical storm (Severus’
mother had shrewdly made him take
Muggology — precursor of Muggle
Studies —to disguise the extent of the
family’s allegiances). This separated
the cloud and lining by attrating
the opposite (the lining) and repuls-
ing the same (the cloud). The reverse

L] L
| "E?:;-_‘I

Someone hight and
happy of heart,

-_'_

would not work of course. Someone
light and happy of heart, like Potter,
might perfectly well separate the el-
ements, but they’d end up with the
cloud, not the lining!

Severus really liked that bit —
something he could get that Potter,
precisely, couldn’t.

So, how did you do it without gett-
ing yourself killed and defeating the
obje& of your quest? Namely, to de-
liver the prize to the soul-mate who
found you repulsive?

It took him weeks to work it all out.
He found a $pell that would take just
a fragment of his heart and hold it
at the tip of his wand (no hope that
said fragment ‘bee returned’). He
made an unlicensed Apparation to
London one Hogsmeade weekend to
buy Muggle gloves, boots and rain-
coat of (he noted) less-than-étylish
rubber that would block his contaét
with earth, thus saving him from
eleétrocution. He practised Sum-
moning charms on all kinds of neb-
ulous entities to encourage the light-
ning his way if it wouldn’t oblige. It
was a somewhat §torm-free year, so
he didn’t get quite as much practice
Summoning lightning itself as he
could wish. (Plus he didn’t want to
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be caught, dead, in the rubber out-
fit). He knew he could pinpoint the
lightning with the tip of his wand.
He'd plenty of experience redirect-

ing sunbeams, so it was merely a

question of $peeding up movements |

and reaction times.

He waited for the summer holi-
days, the last they'd all have before
returning as a seventh years and then
going out into the world.

First, catch your cloud. Severus was
the only person in Britain to welcome
amore than usually rainy August, and
he chose the Scottish Highlands as
suitable hunting-ground. It was lucky
he’d taught himself to Apparate. His
parents wouldn’t notice if he went
off only for a day. He kept a watchful
eye on the weather forecasts, and got
himself up a mountain just before
the promised storm.

The clouds lay low. He selec¢ted the
darkes§t, most thunderous he could
see and stepped right into it. Now
he couldn’t see: another reason to
have practised the lightning Sum-
mons. He’d left transferring a frag-
ment of his heart to his wand as late
as possible. It hurt a little — a nag-
ging needlepoint of pain — but that

was only to be expeéted. No amount

L5 Hiﬁ}f fa

of expectation could have prepared
him for the agony of making contact
with the lightning. A few words in
Latin, a deft flick of his wand — and
it was as if he’d been stabbed with the
finest of rapiers. He had to hold on.
He had to wait and be $till a whole
minute — and one second — whilst
a bright grey layer (yes, paradoxi-
cally, bright and grey!) was teased
from the vaporous swirls. By the
time the whole lining had come free,
and Severus, twirling it round his
wand, began his mad scramble down
the mountain, the bereft cloud was
blacker-purple than a bruise.

Severus broke contaét with the
lightning. He could hold it no lon-
ger, but it coét him his magnetic pro-
te¢tion! He ran and he ran, clutching
his prize to his chest, and the furious
cloud hurled after. Fortunately, it
had to fight through a crowd of oth-
ers, which held it up in enough time
for the boy to hide in the hollow of
a rock and transport himself home
by less natural means than running.
For a year and day after, this was not
so. Severus’ cloud would appear out
of the blue sky: solitary as he was, and
just as inexplicable.

Only, he was the kind of person
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you'd expect to bring a dark atmo-
sphere to things, and it suited him
somehow — was very much his style
— to be seen with a great black cloud
looming behind him. No doubt it
inspired the cut of his cloaks, which
throughouthisteaching career §truck
fear of the heavens into his students.

When Severus landed on his par-
ents’ lawn, it was after sunset and the
House-elf was calling him for sup-
per. He had done it! He lay there
a few moments, trying to find his
breath, and lose the searing pain in
his heart. That would go, eventually,
leaving him with slightly less heart: a
splinter of absence that people called
Cruelty. He divested himself of the
ridiculous proteétive gear, hid his
treasure, carefully rolled, under his
robe, and went into the house.

He was very, very pale. He had a
dazed look that even his parents no-
ticed, and that prompted them to ask,
more in curiosity than concern, where
on earth he had been all afternoon.

“Went for a hike. Thought I ‘d get a
bit of exercise and fresh air; as you've
told me to.” he answered with perfect
Gf incomplete) candour.

“Not up to it, obviously” his father

commented, and they ate their meal in

. — .
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silence. It was a few days before Severus
could eat properly. Swallowing hurt.

He $pent the rest of the holidays,
wisely, indoors — lying in bed ex-
hausted when he could get away with
it. Fortunately this was what you ex-
pec¢ted of boys his age. He slept a lot.
Perhaps the cloud-lining’s magdic
was working on him, for it was one
of the few times in his life when he
did sleep a lot.

He would only get up to look at
Lily’s Present. It was every bit as won-
drous as he had imagined. Thin as
the material was, when you looked at
it, it seemed to have infinite depth. It
was slightly translucent, and its sil-
ver-grey hue was enlivened by an iri-
descent sheen that was indeed never
the same colour from one hour to the
next. Severus liked it best at sunrise.
Sometimes — only on laundry day,
when the sheets were fresh and his
nightshirt newly washed — he would
take it to bed with him, holding it
ever so tentatively. He didn’t want it
to get dirty, or heavens forbid, smell.
(Contrary to popular myth, Severus
was very pernickety about personal
hydiene. The recalcitrant oil of his
hair was actually aggravated into

overprodudtion by ceaseless wash-
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ing; shampoos, both natural and
magical, have developed a lot since,
but too late for him to benefit.) At
Hogwarts’ he would look up how to
launder the fragdile prize — rainwa-
ter, probably. He huddled up next to
it, pretending it was Lily, not quite
sure if he could feel it was there
or not. It was exactly half-way be-
tween substance and shadow. It had
a soothing coolness. You could feel
it in the way you feel heavy mist, the
surface tension of water — or the re-
pulsion between two magnets when
you hold them together.

There was one snag — literally; the
result of a snag on a thistle when he
was wrenching the lining to his wand.
It had a rent, a tear that $poiled its
perfection! He couldn’t dive it to Lily
just as it was. He’d sort that out back
at school, he thought tiredly, where
you could find the right books.

He slept.

Autumn term came round again,
and Severus hid his precious dift in
the trunk under his dormitory bed.
He decided the best thing to do was
to make the material into a dress.
The problem was, he knew nothing
about dressmaking. That involved

some more very surreptitious visits

|1!‘“_,§| | EHE
to sections of the library he wouldn’t
be caught dead in. He sought out
the most accurate cutting $pells for
substances of that kind, and learned
that you could only étitch it, by
hand, with a sunbeam trapped in a
hair. At least the recalcitrant oil was
an advantage here — the sunbeams
slipped from his wand-tip along
each $§trand like a dream. Severus,
hiding in one of the school attics
at dawn, watched his horrible long
black hairs turn to gold.

But they burned; you had to étitch
with them while they were $till hot,
otherwise they lo&t their supple-
ness, became brittle, and broke. He
$pent many hours in that attic, try-
ing to hold the hot needle, and sew
without letting the magical thread
flick a nasty §&ting on his hands. The
scars were with him for life, but so
thinly etched into his flesh that you
only saw them if you got very close
— which no-body did.

A dress. That tipped the whole en-
terprise into a dangerous area. An
anonymous cloth turning up beside
items from the Diagon Alley wed-
ding list was one thing. “The card
must have got lost, wonder what it is,

well, whatever, it’s ever so lovely...
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but an oh-so-slightly translucent
dress could only come from one in
love with her. It was tinged with the
erotic. He ‘would be with them on
their wedding night’, so to speak.

Too late, the dress was cut.

Severus was ill for eight days. It
took that long for him to realise that
his sublime gift was not indecent.
The material heartened him. It was
so unearthly, and it had power to do
good. The problem was how to get
it to Lily without her ever, ever su-
specéting. The couple could probably
cope with the idea of someone else in
love with her — quite a few boys must
be. He wasn’t the only one to have
given her a 10, he calculated. Yet
if she found out — he remembered
how he was worse than maggots, how
he made her flesh creep. The very
softness and silkiness and subtlety of
the lining-of-a-cloud would make
her shudder all the more! Slytherin
slihering. He would have to think
very carefully about that. There was
plenty of time. He would find a way.
He always did. He tore the key pages
out of the ancient book of charms,
as a §tarter to covering his tracks.

It was the fashioning of the dress
— what went into making it the right

o A% b |

Che couple could
probably cope
with the idea

of somebody else
in love with ber
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size and étyle for Lily — that was his
undoing. The easiest way was to let
magic do most of the work for you.
You drew an idea of what you wanted
on parchment. You got a hair from
the person who was to wear the gar-
ment, wrapped it and the design in
your material, and said the tailor-
ing $pell. Then you étitched up the
seams. He tweaked the hair from her
during a Potions class, when, oh joy,
he was partnered with her half the
lesson. Unfortunately she noticed
something. She couldn’t be sure,
and wasn’t prone to think the worst
of him, but was worried enough to
mention to James that Snape might
have touched a hair of her head.
James was always overprotective (and
bored with the current truce). Lily
might chose to forget the whole
thing, but he would find out what
the Slytherin was up to.

And he had his Invisibility Cloak
to do it.

James also watched Severus’ hair
turn to gold. He followed him up
to the attic at dawn and — though
he disliked Snape — winced with
him when he §tung his hands stitch-
ing. He saw the dress take shape.
He’'d overslept and missed the ses-
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sion when Lily’s hair was rolled up
with the parchment. He also missed
the hour when Severus took the red
§trand, sun-beamed 1it, and with
uncharacéteristic playfulness sewed
a $pare button (dewdrops trapped
in sycamore seeds) into the hem.
Clothes always came with a spare butt-
on; he knew that much.

Severus was exactly a hair’s breadth
from getting away with it. James’s
niceness, his innate sympathy, blew
it. It did not take him long to realise
that, whomever the dress was for, the
Slytherin boy was doing no harm.
He couldn’t work out what the fabric
might be, but was certain it had some-
thing to do with rainbows, which are
never evil. He kept §pying on Severus
because he was fascinated — com-
pelled to peer down ways he would
never tread himself.

When the dress was finally done,
right down to the nonchalant rose
sewn from the remnants, Severus
§till slipped up to the attic, with in-
visible James in tow. At midnight
this time. James thought &t was a
trick of the moonlight that the dress
changed colour. Sometimes the
Slytherin boy would just gaze at his

artwork for hours. Once or twice he

=1s L3

whispered to it, with an odd mixture

of adoration and anger “Tell me I'm
ugly now, why don’t you? Say I make
your flesh creep.”

Then, on one fateful occasion, he
thought of enchanting it further. Just
for a night. Just until he had to dive it
away for life, as it were. He recalled
the minuet danced by autumn leaves,
and Animated the dress.

It filled out (with Lily’s contours
exa&ly). Severus almost laughed
and clapped his hands when the
dress §tarted to dance (as did James,
but he stopped himself just in time).
He certainly smiled when the dress
sidled up to him. It had Lily’s per-
sistence, and made him dance with
her. Although he thought he was
alone, Severus blushed, but the
dress would not let him just watch.
Surprisingly, he did know how to
dance — at least, this sort of for-
mal dancing — as he came from one
those families that make you learn
for the “season” however much you
protest it’s pointless. Ugly as Snape
was, James thought, he moved
gracefully enough; but it was hor-
ribly, horribly painful to watch
him partnering the empty dress.

When the enchantment wore off and
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Severus $tood forlorn — holding
the shrunken garment that fairly
hunched its shoulders in shame — a
needlepoint of pity jabbed at James’s
throat; tears stung his eyes and he
choked on the word Lily.

Severus heard and $pun round.

He recognised the voice. Everyone
knew James had an invisibility cloak
— it was the only explanation behind
his pranks. It didn’t matter how
many times the disembodied voice
said “I'm sorry, I'm sorry”, Severus
lunged at it, clawed at it and pulled
off the disguise.

They $tood there looking at each
other, each clutching his magical

clothes. James couldn’t help notic-

ing that, next to the Slytherin’s, his

once-lovely cape seemed, well, cheap.

It suddenly reminded him of that
tinselly ‘silver lamé’ &tuff that his
ghagtly future sister-in-law wore to
nightclubs with her equally ghastly

husband. James would eventually

Pe Baninsbhed
_the dress.

James tried saying he would never,
ever tell, but Severus was incoher-
ent with rage, and, to James’s horror,
§tarted to tear at the dress. He was
going to destroy i, rip it to shreds.

“No, no please! Don’t!”

Luckily — thank the stars — the
seams were §trong as sunshine, and it
was not the kind of §tuff you could rip
apart with your bare, unmagnetised
hands. You might as well try to tear
water. James was relieved, but Severus’s
frustration brooked no limit. His rage
swelled like a thunderstorm. He Ban-
ished the dress. He told it to get back
to its lousy cloud. The dress slunk away,
scraping the floor, then flew through
the window into the night sky.

James went too, when Severus told
him to go.

Professor Severus Snape never
found out what happened to his
cloud’s silver lining. He surmised
that it never rejoined its oridins

(fashioning it into a dress put paid
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find out just how costly was the lin- ah thmugb tl’}t to that — the cloud couldn’t adapt)

ing-of-a-cloud, but neither knew since he found it necessary to live

then that he would. wl“dgw l“ta tht indoors for the full year-and-a-day,
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elegant pair of shoes, thussavoiding

embarrassment added to disgust.
Or lji‘gy. He never knew, then, that
when he saved the life of James’s
son Harry in the brat’s first year at
Hogwarts’ (to settle a quite separate
score with the late Potter) it was for
the second time.

Lily died wearing that lining—of—
a-cloud. She was buried in it too
(ar-ld it held off the maggots, could
Severus but have known, but of
course he never could, for this was
deep in the bitter earth.) She and
James had been fooling around in
the Forbidden Forestlate one Sunday
afternoon when a silver and faintly
golden dress, that danced waver-
ingly in the wind, drifted towards
her and clung for dear life. Lily ac-
cepted this without surprise. She
was used to her life being blessed,
and to Nature and heaven knows ev-
erything else worshipping her. She
was wise enough to go to Professor
Flitwick, though, o check ft wasn’t
cursed, and that’s when they found

out about the linings of clouds, and

wondered (shes genuinely, James
falsely) who could have plucked it
from the thundering skies.

Then they lit a solemn candle;

for no-one, they were told, had ever

survived such a quest. They were al-
ways found struck by lightning, un-
der their silver shroud.

It was with some difficulty that L‘ily

was persuaded not to wear it to the

summer ball — someone might steal
it after, James argued. Heeding the

school motto on sleeping dragons, he

knew better than to show Severus that

his dift had found its receiver as per-
fectly and anonymously as it should.
He thought better of breaking his
midnight vow never, ever to tell. A
naggding needlepoint of anxiety pun-

¢tured his courage for the only time

in his life. Spiritual, sharp-eyed Lily
saw beauty lurking in the strangest
places. Would she not be drawn like

a magnet to the one who'd worl_<ed
hardest for her love? _

Lily neverknew.




Severus Snape never knew. Of
that golden summer of graduation,
he only remembered how, for all
that he gained the highest grades
of every House, Lily and James
and Remus and Sirius and even
little Peter Pettigrew — those §tout-
hearted Gryffindors — marched out
of school trailing Clouds of Glory,

whilst he, Severus, left under one.

His own, very personal,

cloud of Vengeance.
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FoornoTEs For FELLow NERrDS

The summary rhyme is true. I was in southern
France doing an art project and kept getting
caught in unseasonable rain. We all joked that the
clouds had been influenced by the Front Natio-

nale and were having a go at foreigners.

. “A family that bought its own furniture” A notori-
ous phrase during would-be classless John Major’s

adminitration. Cabinet minister and diarist Alan

e tﬁf-‘ S : """ Clarke described a fellow Tory, Michael Heseltine

: =

e -

. TETANE t‘:_‘ﬂr as ‘the kind of man who bought his own furniture:
2! G Jrrar oy et Ol

5; s f:fTJ‘ ,‘_i F_&i ' . “For Life, as it were” is the last phrase in Henry

x b e R, egn | B

g2 Pl A AN = James’ WasniNncTON SQUARE.
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. “First catch Your cloud” follows Mrs Beeton’s

Book or Housenorp M ANAGEMENT:

i

First, catch your hare.

53 . Technical point about cloud-linings and sewing: it

3 is tear-able (by the thistle) only when in flux — ie

Efj: magnetised by the lightning. Once ‘free), it is eter-
o nally §trong.

. “He would be with them on their wedding night”

echoes Mary Shelley’s FrankensTteiN — the Crea-

o ¥ o

ture’s threat to his creator, Dr Frankenstein.
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6. “When he saved thelife of James’ son Harry...” Snape’s
Countercurse during the Quidditch match in Har-
RY PoTTER AND THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE Was critical in
restraining Quirrell’s attempt to kill Harry, buying

Hermione enough time to §top the curse completely.

7. Harry PorTER AND THE ORDER OF THE PHOENIX has ren-
dered some of the characterizations here decidedly
“off”. James, amazingly, turned out to be less ‘nice’
than this story gives him credit for, though Lily is
gutsier than the willowy creature of Severus’s fan-
tasy. Rowling’s Snape clearly does not come from the
kind of family that would own a House Elf and valu-
able old furniture (even if they own little else) and

his personal hygiene is every bit as bad as it appears.

8. Oscar Wilde and Hans Christian Andersen. If you've
ever wept over their stories for children, you will

recognize the very great debt I owe them both.

textual§phinx@hotmail.com

Colophon

The layout and formatting of this document was created in
Adobe InDesign. Interior decorations are commercial clip
art from Dover Publications, and from Dynamic Graphics of
Peoria, Illinois. In all fairness I ought to credit one of the
Dynamic Graphics artists as the true illustrator of this book.
Unfortunately this artist’s name is unknown to me. Covers
were created in Adobe Photoshop. Stock photography from
PhotoGear was also used in the project as were digital pho-
tographs shot locally by myself.

Fonts used are: the Mrs. Eaves family, from Emigré
foundary for body text, and for captions, Morris Troy
from P22 foundary. Also from P22 are DaVinci Forward,
used for the ancient manuscript of the Giftes of Luvve,
Arts & Crafts Ornaments and Terra Cotta Extras, used
for decorations. Also used in the project were Cassady
& Greene’s Black Knight and Fletcher Gothic which was
used for titling. The Fontcraft Scriptorium’s Goodfellow
and Arts & Crafts Dingbats demo fonts were also used in
the project, as well as David Rakowsky’s Eileen Caps .

Special mention should probably also be extended to Jack
Davis and Linea Dayton for their efforts in producing The
Photoshop 7 One-Click WOW Book.

Graphics design by J. 0dell (JOdel@aol.com)
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